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THE FAMILY’S APPEAL. 

“ As poverty is likely to be prevalent throughout London this winter, Papa has determined to do something for the relief of his poorer brethren worthy 
his reputation. First he talked of selling our furniture and his wife’s wardrobe. Poor Ma, however, protested, and, as she is a pretty firm hand with the 
broomstick, Papa simmered down. Although firm in some things, Mamma is not a hard-hearted woman, and on Dad suggesting a barrel organ she readily 
fell in with the idea. If the public respond as readily as they should, this year’s Christmas Appeal Fund will top the record.”’—Tootsi£E. 


THE PROGRESS OF WOMAN. AN ARTFUL DODGE. 


aa et — 


JosEePH Apy! About fifty years ago, the name of this 
clever rascal was in everybody's mouth. Some few of those 
with whom he had communicated he had benefited, but the 
emt part he had robbed, or tried to rob, of twenty shil- 


e had an office in a little, shabby-genteel street in the 
East of London, which was well furnished with directories, 
and he conducted the greater part of his business by corre- 
spondence. The time not spent at his office was devoted to 
ferreting out particulars relative to unclaimed dividends, 
heirs advertised, etc. ; and when he came across anything— 
say, for instance, some property belonging toaJohn Smith, 
which was lying somew! ere waiting to be claimed, he 
turned to his directories and posted letters to as many John 
Smiths as he could tind, thus worded : 


‘ Bi 5 
UNITED 
AMAZONS 
cue 


WEEKLY |S 


“Mr. JOHN SMITH. Sir,—On receipt of my usual fee of 
twenty shillings, to be forwarded by post-office order on 
Whitechapel or otherwise, 1 promise to inform you of some- 
thing which I believe will be considerably to your advan- 
tage. JOSEPH ADY, 
Accountant, of 5 Charlotte Street, a quarter of a mile east 
of Wiiltechape! onieh * lag yr sola tony years, - 
: ; fe . ‘ ' : « nersonally known to each of the Aldermen of London. No 
Angelina (off to business). I don't suppose I Why, of course, it’s our weekly ‘smoker’ to-night, and I half (In the small hours.) “The idea of that dear, foolish pais reneived unless post paid, Personal attendance daily 


hall be later ; ised Edwin I'd be home by seven! How forgetful lam. boy sitting up for me, and the blessed baby as well! t 
ra don't sit ees ae ae ee Yaha'n's Ber later than haltged one however.” I shall have them both ill to-morrow, I know !" from 10 to 3 o'clock.” 


394 


Mr. Ady, however, did not pay his own postage, and as postage 
in those days was considerably dearer, the generality of those who 
received one of his epistles, and had heard of Joseph's ways and 
manners, were nota little indignant. Bold speculators, neverthe- 
less, were to be found, and Ady made a comfortable living. Of 


course, as a rule, he wrote to the wrong people ; but every now and ° 


then he alighted on the owner of the property, and then, under the 
plea of expenses incurred, managed to get several more pounds out 
of him. 

Many people were savage enough at being taken in. and Joseph 
was many titnes prosecuted for obtaining money under false pre- 
tences, but munaged to escape. So often, indeed, did he appear at 
the Mansion House, that he most certainly was personally known 
to all the officials, and they were pestered out of their lives by 
inquiries. So notorious did his name become, that he seems to 
have thought it expedient to use another, and this bronght him to 
srief, 

. In 1834, he was summoned before the Lord Mayor on the usual 
charge. The Reverend Mr. Tebbut, of Welton, Northamptonshire, 
deposed that he received a letter, signed Jamex Laurie, and, coming 
to town, called with a friend at No. 11 Circus, Minories, the addrese 
given, where he found Mr. Ady, who said Laurie was his partner, 
and was not in, but that he could act for him. On being aske 
whether James Laurie was any relation to the late Lord Mayor, 
Ady said, “ Yes, he is brother to Sir John Laurie.” He paid Ady a 
sovereign and received receipt, which stated that the money 
should be returned if no benefit resulted from his information, He 
and his friend then went to see whether the information promised 
was correct. It turned out to bea history of a bankruptcy with 
which Mr. Tebbut had nothing on earth to do, and he returned and 
asked for his money back. This Joseph refused to refund, and 
when threatened, locked himself in a room and kept them waiting 
outside two hours. . 

The Lord Mavor asked if the pound was paid in the belief that 
Laurie was the brother of Sir John. Mr. Tebbut replied that that 
was so, and Joseph was sent for trial and locked up, as he could 
not tind bail. On his trial, Ady was found guilty an sentenced to 
transportation, but the sentence was commuted to one of imprison- 


ment, 

Aken he had done his “ bit of time,” he returned to his old trade 
ne went on as usual until 1846, when we lose sight of this artful 
dodger, 


* e . * . e 
LAITEST FROM THE LAMMFOLD. 

me an billium av dror upp the bil off lectur, 
Fa confeshings off a reform pirait by isself. laitli cal blud stane 


il. 
the printer e sai iff the wurds iss upp to the spelin, itt orter bee 


a Doon. 
(Neat week,“ A Sorceress.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
shoal incloxe a stamped envelope large enough tv contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thank you, Squin; your letter shows us You're a decent sort of 
ANerer interduce yer donah, ALBERT, Or yow'll lose yer gal. 
Sorry, PuIPPs, we cannot usc them; We're no space to apare just 
now, You should tell him all. then, ALICE, Jf you would avid a@ 
} rivr claim, 


row. Undeniably, ¥. MARKER, You hare got the 
Mra. Grundy, G. it. SELLARS, Je a very fearsome dame. ALLY 
cannot tell you, WALTER; Law isn is forte atall, Thanks 


Sor cheery letter, POXY ; Come when you have time to call, Rather 
clever, H.C, DOLLAND, But qe cannot apare the space. Very 
tateresting, VALUP; Mind you say who wins the race, Probably 
we did, A Reaper; J’rinters make mistakes at times. Much 
obliged fur offer, CHALICE, But we cannot use the rhymes. 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
cacepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kivaques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—#1650 


Wl be paid to the next-of-hin of aay Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the Unitea Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of * ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
HOuipay" be found upon the Deccased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” i published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday afternoon at 1 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 1 o'clock the 

Sollowing Wednesday afternoon, 


ee 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Explorer, Are you interested at all in the Jimmeraynian natives? 
She. Well, to tell you the truth, I can't say I’ve ever tasted them. 
The only oysters 1 care about are Whitstables. 


s 
ScENE—Bar. 
First Man. 1 like soda in my whisky. 
Second Man. So-da I, old chap ; let s havea large bottle, split. 


s 
Editor. V've been calling you for half an hour, boy ; why didn't 
you come before? 
Boy. 1 didn’t hear you, sir. 
Editor, Why the Dickens didn't you say £0, then? 
s¢ 


s 
A FELLOW never feels fo mean— 
So thoroughly absurd— 
As when he’s collared riding “ first” 
With ticket for a “third.” 
*¢ 


s 
Me Gooaely. I think I shall have to ask you to lend me Snatcher 
for atime, ALLY—my place has been overrun by rats lately—such 
rummy-coloured ones, too. ; 
The Eminent. Delighted to oblige you, old man ; but I'm afraid 
the little brute’s no good. I've seen an awful Jot of rats about 


home myself lately, but 1 couldn't get the begger to touch ‘em. 
ss 


s 
Entry Clerk, What do you eay that last fellow called himrelf?— 
Henry Hawkins? 
Jother. No, 1 didn't. ; p 
Entry Clerk. You surely snid that was hisname? 
Tether. Oh, yes ; but he called himself “’Enry ’Awkins.”: 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 503.--The “Doctor Jolmson” Costume. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Cameivphant. 


FROM BAD TO WORSE. 


Gustave, “T cannot sing the old song-.” 
Trotter (in rear). For goodness sake don't improvise ! 


“These are the footsteps of 


an extinct animal.” “Garn! 
low could a petrified animal 


walk?” 
sg 


ALL A-BLOWIN’ ANDO A-GROWIN’! 


(Saturday, D:cember 16, 1£93. 


Inquiring Son, What is the meaning of th 
Fither. The coin of vantage, my yo wae ee, 
w. enables you to bid higher than your neighbour, i 


First Millionaire, Vm afraid’ shall have to 
Ns ! cut down 1; 
thee next year—sell my yacht, or give up the incurs aon i 
Srcond Millionaire, Why, what's the matter? H i 
FP eapangt a esearsdad! - ns ad any big los.’ 
e Cakes — Oh, no; sys m going to send my buy, Ji |, 
s 


work of Sam Or it true, brother, that Smith absolutely refuses ¢,, 
y "he Deacon, Y-e-8, 1 believe 80; but he’ ig 
The Parson. What do sou meat, brother! tee 

The Deacon, Why, he don't mind his wife working. 


. 
LIFE has no charms, the world no hope, 
No Ld ep of repose, 
For her who suddenly assumes 
A pimple on her nose, 


First Little Love. Oh! do you ‘ve deci 
raining lessons’ you know, dear, I've decided to take 

Second Little Love, Really, dear. I shouldn't have thought vo: 
had much to learn, Lalways think you make up so exoeieulin i 

[And once again was sweet girthood Sricudship blighted for cer, 


Young Sharpshins, What is stage fright, did? 
Pe gested ina, A be Sh aos ag sons is one of those made.1) 
ou see sometimes int! a sheep 
pmb tel Ctrl 1€8 : = row of the ballet—a shev 
s 


Snipper, That fellow Jones is a low ead, U can't bear him. 
Snapper. Really ; how much did he lend you? 


Cora. Oh! What do you think, dear? Mr. Pallette, the artist, 
has asked me for permission to paint my hair for his next Academy 
Pclire. ae a br age sittings. ‘ 

Nellie (jealously), Hardly necessary, is it, dear? Wh i 
you send tt to him, and save time? i y mc 

s@ 

City Merchant. Tam heartily glad the cricket season is over. 

Friend. Indeed! may I inquire why? 

City Merchant, Because the fearful n:ortality among my clerk. 
relatives will now cease for a time. 

ss 


Shopman, This, madam, is an article we sell a lot of now, 
Urs, Bounceby. Then that won't do at all. Please show me 
something that’s a little more uncommon. 
a: 


Loug-haired Individual (prowily). I rely upon my poems for 
a living, you know. ; 
Outspoke, Indeed! Er—have you suy private means, or does 
your wife keep you? ee 
s 


Member of British Public. Wow is it that you Civil Service men 
are all so rude and independent, that you can't even answer a civil 
question? 

Member of Civil Service, Well, the truth is that we have to 
answer such a thundering lot of questions in our examination, Ut 
We are not cajuble of answering any more for some time to come, 


THERE was a young fellow named Tait, 
Whose “ SLOPER ” came ten minutes lite, 
And he in, 2 jiff, 
Laid the messenger stitf— 
He was in such a terrible state, 


= 
First Auditor (at a concert). low the pianist plays! Te secs 
to be actually wedded to his instrument. 
Second Auditor, Yea; and that is just the reason why le 
hammers it so unmercifully. » » 


Eliyible Young Man (critically). Miss Sweet's figure is improv- 
ing, don't you think so? 
Miss Sweet's Dearest Friend, Oh, yes; she’s chauged her cor-et 
maker, ee 
s 


Grace, They tell me it was awfully hot and fearfully crowdes. 
Did you faint? 
Maud, No, dear, I couldn't—Tom wasn't with me, 


Scrubbs. You know how Quilluy insulted me the other night, 
old fellow? 

Friend, Yes. 

Scrubbs, Well, I'm going to be terribly, horribly revenged upon 
the scoundrel. 

Friend, Youre—you're not going to do him any violence 

Serubbs. Oh, no—worse than that! I've got the commission to 
review his new book. + 


Diner, Waiter, this stenk cuts confoundedly tough. I'm afraid 
you'll have to bring me something clse. i 

Waiter, Beg pardon, sir, but just let me look at the knife you're 
using. Ah! I thought so—they ve given you an extrce knife. We 
always supply a razor-blade for a steak, and our customers never 


grumble, es 
s 


Elitorial Offieca, 

Would-be Contributor (fourth tine that week), Oh, excuse me 
for troubling you again, but I havea little thing here that I thought 
might suit you; and if it doesn't, would you mind telling me why 
it duesn't?) Pray excuse me for worrying you. 
» Sub-Hditor (cheerfully), Don’t mention it, my dear sir, If it 
wasn't for people like you, the editor would be uble to du all the 
work and I shouldn't be wanted at all, 

s 

Husband (dramatically), The Bunkum Building Society has 
smashed, Our savings have been swallowed. But no matter, Se 
long as you can take in washing, or something, we need not starve. 


2 
By such a strange and wretched fate 
Are we poor mortals cursed, 
That man can often quench his love, 
But seldom quench his thirst. 


s 
First Pretty Dear. Yam so glad that those Auffy boas are stil! 
being worn. ; 
Second Pretty Dear (oh, 80 sircetly). 1 suppose 60, dear, They 
suit even the plainest }:eople, don't they? 


= 
Mra, A. You left so early last night that Iam afraid you did not 
enjoy yourself. ; 
‘Mr. B. On the contrary, I enjoyed myself very much indeed— 
with my friends at theclub. —« « 
a 


Cockney (passing through field, to Girl ata stile), T wish, was 
dear, you would pluck for me one of those red towers ; [am very 
fond of them. ‘ 

Girl, Indeed, sir! Are you reaily so fond of —thistles? 


—_—_—_.—_—_— 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS! 


Just Out. Sixteen Peges. One Penny. 


““CHRISTMAS' LARKS.”’ 


Saturday, December 16, 1893.) 
TOOTSIE WITH LADY TEAZLE. 


It would be interesting to know on what great authors dict 
themselves whilst at work, and particularly in the case of The 
~~ School for 

Liem oat: Scandal, 

, Tierney tells 

us that Sheri- 
dan worked 
very hard 
when he had 
to repre 
himself for 
any great oc. 
casion, “ His 
habit was, on 
these emer- 
gencies, to 
rise at four 
in the morn- 
ing, to light 
up a prodi- 
gious quan. 
lity of can- 
dles around 
him, and eat 
toasted muf- 
tins while he 
worked,” 
Tierney does 
not give the 
name of the 
unfortunate 
who was laid 
on for the 
toasting, or 
any statistics 
regarding the muffins ; it would have been interesting had hedone so, 

The ‘School Sor Scandal being, in many people's eyes,a “ Classic,” 
it was perhaps injudicious for an American to come over here and 
give us a bowdlerized version ; but, for my own part, I don’t see 
why he should not, at his own risk, and after all those curious to 
know what the little naughtinesses are that have been left out, can 
buy a penny copy at. Dicks’s and read, mark, learn, and inwardly 
digest. Sometimes I wonder why the Lord Chamberlain allows 
certain donkeys of managers to cut up and generally knock about 
some of the t work of great dramatists, who lived years and 
years ago. But then, you see, I am only a girl of eighteen. 

The acting now is wonderfully improved since the first night ; 
and remarkably fine performances are those of Mr. William Farren 
and Miss Ada Rehan. Not being an “old and ancient” critic 
myself, I have not seen any other Lady Teazle’s than the one at 
Daly’s Theatre. They tell me, though, that the piece had once a 
marvellous run at the Vaudeville, and that the heroine there was 
played by a pretty little actress named Amy Fawcett, who, after- 
wards, met with a 
dreadful death in 
America, 

Sir Peter Teazle is 
Mr. William Farren’s 
speciality, us it was 
that of his father before 
him, and no one could 
well be better than he 
is in the character, 
whilst Miss Rehan’s 
performance is very 
sprightly and charm- 
ing, and seems to be 
quite to the taste of 
the audience. Mr. 
Arthur Bourchier, who 
plays Charles Surface 
with plenty of high 
spirits, but does not 
over-act the part; Mr. 
James Lewis is rather 
good as Moses. “ But,” 
says the Dook Snook, 
with a grim smile, 
“I've seen Robson. 
Of the others engaged 
in the performance not 
much need be said, save 
that both G. Clarke 
and Miss M. Haswell 
do well. The costumes 


Sir Peter Teazle: 
W. FARRES, 


Charles Surface: 
A. BOURCHIER. 


Lady Teazle: ADA REHAN. 


are, of course, gorgeous, and that the surroundings are just a5 good, . 


goes without saying. 

In the preface to Mr. Daly's shortened Sheridan, which is not 
quite as long, and certainly less broad than the original, Mr. Winter 
tells us that the piece reflecta the hollow, feverish, ceremonious, 
bespangled, glittering, heart-breaking, fashionable world, in which 
the author's mind was developed, and in which it was created. 
“The School for Seandal is,” he says, “completely saturated with 
artificiality. Its fascination is the fascination of buoyant, intel- 
lectual character, invincible gaiety, pungent satire, and a gorgeous 
afiluence of polished wit.” 

This being so, the question arises: Why not leave it so and i 
it so? In the month of May, 1777, the Lady Sneerwell, Mrs, 
Candour and Sir Benjamin came crowding to the Lane to see 
themselves upon the stage. The whole town was delighted ; all 
the actors were admirable, and the traditions of their business were 
handed down from generation to generation. I, fer one, miss a 


Muria: 
M. HASWELL. 


J. Surface: 

C. ChankE. 
little the artificiality ; the powder and ronge do not seem to me 
quite plain enough, and the whill of scent that crosses the lights is 
that of modern Bond Street or the Broadway, not what “The 
Town” wore then. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


: VERY ROUGH. 

Titis is the season of the year in which the rigors of the hard 
weather press heavily upon the less favoured in this great com- 
munity. Even those who do not pause to consider the lot of the 
poor for more than « minute or so, will admit this. To those who 
do, the sufferings of thousands—for instance, the ice-cream barrow- 
men, the hokey-pokey merchants, the stick-‘em-alive-oh manu. 
facturers, and heaps more, if we could only think of ‘’em—have 
evoked the dee prod and assistance of the charitable. But much 
remains to be done. Who, for instance, will start a subscription 
for hard-up-but-horribly-tired young men lovers, and provide them 
with shekels to enable them to transfer their courting from the 
suburban squares to the shilling scats—or even the sixpenny— 
there's not such a glare of gas there—at the circus, or from the 
muddy bye-lanes to the merry music-hall gallery 2 Eligible young 
men in constant employment of course don’t want any help—nor 
would they get any; but there are some retined natures that toil 
wearies horribly, to whom the absence of spending-money is of 
little importance whilst the nights are tine and a girl can be taken 
for a walk by the Serpentine, but who are most likely to lose the 
ge altogether if they can’t shell out for a couple of chairs at the 

Yenny Readings, or sume such dissipation, when the winter 
evenings start. 

A. Storer has before him a very painful and heartless case. 
J,W. B., Peckham Park Rise, is the reference No. J. W.B. madly 
loved a girl, whose father was a rocket-stick manufacturer, and had 
put by a nice little competency. She was distinctly a good match, 
ond J. W. B. fully recognises the fact. For three long winters, 
during which his father supplied him with pocket-money, J. W. B. 
wooed the maiden with a true and tender passion, At the begin- 
ning of last autumn, J. W. B.'s respected parent invested his hard- 
earned savings in a company for promoting the development of 
whelk stalls, which is now in a state of bankruptcy, and leaves 
J. W. B, with no other means of support, visible or otherwise, than 
asmall brain, a large, fat head, and two unoccupied hands. But 
this is not the worst. J. W. B., in fact, has reasons for believing 
that the fair one is falxe to him—if, indeed, she has not already 
plighted her troth toa pushing young tirewood merchant who con- 
templates a partnership with her father. J. W. B. deponeth that 
he serenaded the maiden with song and concertina, at 8.15 on 
Monday evening. Standing in the front garden, amongst the 
nettles, he sang : 

“T'm standing in the cold, Flossie, 
Standing in the co-hold ; 

T do not bring thee gold, Flossie, 
*Rwocks' Ido not hold, 

But with love I'm mad, Flossie, 
Dotty as can be, 

So leave your dear obi dad, Flossie, 
And start the workl with me!” 

Then he waited. The window opened a little at the bottom and 
the answer came in an assumed voice. It was meant to be the 
voice of the one he loved. but it was more suited to hawking 
chumps. Clearly it was “Firewood”: he recognised it by the 
timbre. It sang: 

“Don't you be an owl, Jimmy, 
Don't you be an owi; 

Go and soak your head, Jimmy, 
Roll it in a towel, 

Floss will marry ill, Jimmy, 
When the holly'’s ripe — 

Put that in your pipe, Jimmy, 
Put that in your pipe!" 

eg 


IN THE OLDEN TIME. 

TUE poet tells of gilded youth, 
Of sunny days and fair, 

When all the world was full of truth 
And rose-scent filled the air ; 

When all the trees were leafy green, 
And sweet the song-birds’ sony. 

The dancing light of summer sheen 
Shone all the paths along. 

When oft the games of joust and play, 
And dancing on the sward, 

Of gallant youths and maidens gay 
Were theme of minstrel bard, 

When hunter's horn rang through the dale, 
And round the tire at night 

The song, the jest, and cunning tale 
Gave mirth and glad delight. 

The old man sings of days gone by, 
When he was lithe and sonng, 

When all was mirth and jollity, 
And care away was flung. 

The days were ever fair and bright, 
The night was ne'er too long. 

And, like glad joy-bells, Old Time's flight 
Went trippingly along. 

But here around their merry play, 
Their gallant jousts anc jaunting, 

Their joyous nights and merry day, 
A something there was wanting ;— 

A something Took they could not tind, 
For gilded youth or toper, 

They stumbling went, like old and blind- 
They had no * ALLY SLOPER.” 


——_——__— 


INSPIRATION. 

Ile was always saying pretty, if not absolutely clever things to 
her—things that people would have said were dashed clever and 
epigrammatic if they'd only been growled out by that disgraceful 
old wthouse haunter, Johnson—anid she, being rather slow-witted, 
could never think of anything nice by way of reply—much as she 
adored him. She thought she saw :n opening, however, the night 
before last, when, gizing pensively at the cold and frosty sky, he 
whispered: “Euphemy, | can never gaze at the stars somehow 
without—without connecting you with them.” 

“Oh!” she said, “and, d’you know, Algy, I can never look at 
the moon somehow without—without connecting you with it!” 

And he said, “Thank you.” so coldly that the buked potato man 
at the corner pulled out the big damper. 

— 


NEVER QUOTE. 

Joun Henry was getting along with the old gentleman very 
much better than he expected. Certainly, he was very ‘guarded in 
everything he said, for Lottie had warned him that “dear papa 
was a great stickler for etiquette and a rigid teetotaler—which, by 
the way, John Henry was not—not always, that is. Becomin 
encouraged at length, and bolder by degrees, John Henry touche 
upon the old gentleman's pct topic. 

“ Ah, sir,” said he, “what a remarkable observer was the poct 
who wrote that celebrated ode : 


“* By a jolly stiff glass of the jolly old wine 
An invalid evens a gainer. 

There are only two fools—the inchriate swine 
Aud the crack-pated total ab:tai——* 


c Oh, Great Sir Wilfrid! I'd forgotten you were one of ‘em !” 
“Td not forgotten, however, that you were the other!” roared 
the irate old fellow ; and “they don’t speak to one another now.” 
—_—_—__o——— 


—"QUIPS. 


Just Out One Halfpenny. 


“CHRISTMAS QUIPS.” 


TWENTY-FOUR PAGES. 


% “s * 
° 
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WANTED, A STIRRING GENERAL. 


— 


_Crumps and Thad taken a small country house, and we adver- 
tised forastirring general servant to wait on two single gentlemen, 
An applicant for the 
‘lace arrived, She 
looked so nice and 
bright) and © shinins 
with yellow soap and 
goodwill, that we felt 
she was the very girl 
we wanted. Soo we 
took her, 

“fo think, my lad.” 
said oT, te Cramps, 
“that in Rebecen we 
have got a) pearl in 
disguise. Mark what 
1 say—a pearl in dis- 
guise,” 

“My opiniontoa T; 
she's so full of energy,” 
responded my ¢ 
Panion, — enthusiasti- 
eally, “Full of health 
and spirits, full of 
blood.” 

She was—too much 
so, For somebody 
would ring the front. 
door — bell, | Rebecen 
would neglect — to 
answer it. 

“Rebecea,” Cramps 
would) whisper cue 
tiously down — the 
masage, “don't you 
hear the bell!” 

“Gug—gug—gug!" 

“What the deuce are yousaying?) Don't you hear the bell?" 

“Glug—uggle!” 

“Oh, the dev—t!" 

“ Please, sir, my nose is bleedin’.” 

“On!” 

Common humanity would oblige Rebecca's employer to open the 
door—generally to a dun, 

This complaint of Rebecca's caused much annoyance. 

Yor the only time she was known to open the door with that 
smartness which characterises the really good domestic, was on an 
oceasion when her mother called for provisions, 1 believe we 
kept moat of her family in food, But this is mere detail. 

“She had been ‘subjek * to the nose complaint ever since she was a 
‘teeny tot,” she used to say. So mach so that the door-key of the 
parental mansion was oftener down her back than in the keyhole. It 
would come on while we were having dinner, and Rebecca would drop 
the dish she held and make one bound of it from the dining-room 
to the kitchen sink. 
It would) come oa 
when she was reading 
the books out of the 
library. and the most 
cuthrallin chapters 
of Crumps's pet works 
of fiction would be 
incarnadined with 
crimson splashes of 
appreciation. It would 
come on when she was 
aware of it, and come 
on when she waan't, 
so that Rebecca often 
went about her duties 
looking like a white 
Red Indian on the 
war path, 

So we parted with 
Rebecca and looked 
out for another girl. 
We decided to take 
the next applicant on 
trial fora month, She 
had been in delicate 
health aud was obliged 
to follow up a me 
laid down lor her b 
her physician. t 
took up most of her 
time, so that we felt 
our claims upon her 
attention were both intrusive and impertinent. 

To begin with, she had to run for an hour before breakfast. 
Considering that her health depended upon it, Crumps gave in. 
We let her take this exercise in the paddock, because it was near 
the house and she could dart into the kitchen between the laps 
and see to the bacon and egge. On the condition of the latter 
articles, when finally dished up, it grieves me to speak. Suftice it 
to say that neither Crumps nor I could ever distinguish the eggs 
from the bacon, or rice rersd. 

After breakfast she had to sing for an hour, This she did about 
the house. “Come, buy my coloured ‘errin’” was her favourite 
vocal exeicise. That is to say, when she was not hamuincring out 
something far more dreadful, 

Before lunch she had to jump for an hour, Between the back 
yard and the clothes-line, which she utilized as a skipping-rope, 
she got through this 
part of the prescrip- 
tion very well. 

After lunch she was 
ordered to play the 
piano for an hour. We 
were obliged, for the 
rake of her health, to 
hire an instrument 
from the neighbourin;: 
town, When we had 
got it, as she was only 
able to perform “ Rule, 
Britannia!” with one 
finger, Crumps vicari+ 
ously carried out the 
prescription, 

Before dinner she 
had to read aloud for 
an hour, She liked 
best the news ont of 
the Police Gazette, 
and used to electrify 
the kitchen cat with 
her rendering of Old 
Bailey eloquence. 

And after dinner 
she had to dance for 
an hour. As it was 
obvious that she could 
not do this alone, I ° 
was obliged to dance “1 was obliged tu dance.” 
with her, Waltzing 
makes Crumps giddy, he says. so he got of Lucky fellow, Cramp. t 

After ten o'clock she had to sleep twelve hours, This she dia 
without assistance, 

After her month she had to ge. The situation is still vacant. 


“My nose is bleeding.” 


Rebecca would drop the dish. 


* ee 
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AGRICULTURAL DEPRESSION AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 


MeFaker. Viowed if I didu't {think the old chap's puss was 
stuffed with bank uotes, aud it’s only unpaid bills, 


@,° Miss § will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
ss of er fricnds whose portraits have not been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No. 317._Miss Lovurg Dane. 


“Oh, queenly maiden, tell me, Dare I hope?" 
= —The Dook Snook, 


“Such grace ! such loveliness! no wonder I'm seeder por gO 


“As fair a maid as ever graced the earth.” —The Hon. Billy. 
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The Laird's was stolen the other ev as he slumbered at 
q) clothing _ ening 
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A Luxury—the New F.O.M. Pipe Holder. Leaves 
the hands free. 
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A NEW BRAND. 
“Try one of these cigars, oll chap, they were given to me (with 
understand, 


wink) by the pretty widow, you kuow.” “J 
wees,” 
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Wy W “fe 


“Charles complains becanse |,» 
cannot eat anything. Ithink i+ 
lucky, now things are so dear,’ 
Extract from Letter of Youn, 
Lady. 


widow's 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HERR EDWARD WULFF. 


Bolts and bars now fly asunder as A. SLOPER entered Herr Wulff’s great Conti- 
nental Circus in Argyll Street, It was a proud moment for the F.0.M. as he stepped 
lightly into the arena and bowed low, Ebrhorn (good name that for a musical con- 
ductor) shoutel down to him to clear out. Then came Hunter, the clown, he 
shouted, too, They shouted together—they yelled. Ebrhorn and the Hunter were 
heard on the yell, Not until Herr Wulff entered with his Arab steeds and a re- 
markably long whip, did A. SLoPER remember that the Royal box had generously 
been placed at his dis; 1, and retired therein, And when Miss Evaline appeared 
in her graceful act of equitation, “Bravo, Evalina!” cried he, splitting a pair of 
white kid gloves, kindly lent for the ocvasion by the Hon. Billy, “1 eer van towards 
youth, grace and beauty.” Here Herr Wulff joined the Eminent, “A guod array 
of taleut, Wulff,” remarked he, glancing down the programme. “Ah! who have 
we here? Miss Mignon—* Voltige'? Bravo! wonderful!” “You are a man of 
many parts, I understand, Mr, SLOPER?” said Herr Wulff. “Have you ever 
attemptel the kind of thing Miss Mignon is doing?” “ Me? Nong,” replied A. 
SLoveR, anxious to display his linguistical talents. “You should.” “Think so? 
Well, have you a horse about my weight in your stables?" “There is one in the 


TAMMY McPARRITCH A SUSPECT. 


(2) And McParritch was wager very unreasonalily of being the 
culprit. 


property room.” “Then you may announce me by-and-by. Max Waltons’ prank: 
are bonny,” warbled he, after the Brothers Waltons had given their remarkable wr- 


formance as Chinese Eccentrics, “Why! there's my old pal, Whimsical Walker. 
F.0.8.," he cried ; “une may talk along way before meeting his equal for whimsi- 
cality.” And when Mies Rochez appeared as a lovely Greek in her novel trottiny 
act, “How she Rochez along,” he observed. He mabsoquently made the sane 
remark nbout her brother Harry, the English jockey; and while Mr. Manucl Wool- 
son was twisting himself into all manner of shapes, Mn wow till—at least, ould 
soon—break every bone in your skin, if you tried that kind of thing,” said he te 
Herr Wulff, “and so should 1." When the beautiful brunette, Miss Maud Francesco, 
introduced sixty horses, he was speechless ; but when she rule in to the circle on 
the thoroughbred Lohengrin, “I am, Maud,” sighed he, “cnamoured of thee! of 
Miss Margaret Doris he remarked, “She who I adore is Maggie.” The fickle fellow! 
And of Misco and his singing pony, Punch, “I will tell the Family when I go home 
they AMiseo ani see’em.” At length came the time for A. SLOPER'S act —Herr 
Sloperini, the barebacked Rider. For the tirst time in England. Is it necessary tv 
add, “ and also for the last"? The Mildewed wue nol a success. 


(3) But he only said, “Wan guid turn deserves anither—there's a few 
French nails jist tae warm ye, duckie.” 
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A Cube -Commenel an) 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Hullo! boys and girls, how do you feel by this time? Getting close up to Christmas now, isn't 7 note with pain, Is coming into rogue again :—Jack Frost's already shown he's here, Although so 
it? Well, well, lay in a goodly store of nicies and enjoy it ina good old-fashioned way, but don't for. carly in the year :—Last week, as probably you know, Was held the Smithfield Cattle Show :—The 
yet that the el of “ ALLY SLOPER's CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” and a contribution towards the — Anarchist, with little grace, Ja quickly shifted from his place :—Let's hope our bobbica won't abuse 
Voor Appeal will help vou wonderfully towards properly enjoying it. But let usto our present = Zhe weapons they're empmrered to use :—The publican would fain refute Some orders, hence a big 
business :—Some Oxford undergrads you see Engaged upon a vengeful spree:—Dread dynamite, — dispute.—There you are, my hearties! That's ‘all this week —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN 


OF THE OLD SCHOOL. 


A. SLOPER MAKING A SETTLEMENT 


it’s not the 
plan to worship woman and adore her? for each of these is 


Usher. Where did you get that black eye from? Fighting 
“Take my arm, gran'pa.” “Take yourarm! What's the rising generation coming to, IT woudler ? again, eh? 
NEWLY MARRIED. Why, when 1 was a young man, it was thought extremely fast for a lady to offer her arm to a Master D, Tl tell you the truth, sir: there were two boys 
Housekeeper. Ob | I beg your pardon, to be sure! gentleman |" fightin’, but / was clean out of it. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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A FEW MORE WORDS. 

ALTHOUGH the sale of our Christmas Number has been enormous 
star beyond our expectations, in fact—we have still afew on hand, 
If there happens to be a be. 
nighted individual — still 
remaining in this country 
who has not yet procured 
his copy, now is his time. 
The price still remains at 
twopence, although — Sir 
Charles Russell. advises us 
that we should be quite 
justified in doubling it. Of 
course, we have had heaps 
of testimonials, both 
favourable and otherwise, 
but the former most cer- 
tainly predominate, The 
King of the Cannibals, for 
instance, wires us to the 
effect that it licks every- 
thing in creation except a 
nice, fat. juicy missionary 
steak, This praise speaks 
for itself. McGooseley in- 
forms us that it heats Scotch 
whisky, and the Prince of 
Wales has expressed the 
opinion that it is worth a 
crown, *.* 


Tuk Mildewed Im- 
presario has been pleased 
to confer the “Award of 
Merit” upon Auguste Van Biene, because he knows how to tour 
an opera,“ Feyther,” chortled the Azure - Orbed Baritone, 
“when EF takes tothe Ivric stage, ] asks nothink better than to 
get into one of Van Biene’s companies, "E's an awful clever cove 
‘imself, and [ear e just coins ‘oof’ in the provinces.” And the 
Aged smiled indulgently, and promised to see whether Sins Reeves 
would give Alexandry a few lessons at a small reduction, 


s 
Miss Estee ConriaANNE made a successful début as a reciter, 
last week, at the Tivoli, The lady possessed elocutionary powers 
of a rare order, but would be well advised in selecting a vomewhat 
shorter piece than The Old Maid.” The music-hall audience is not 
quite yet educated up to St. James's Hall concert pitch. 


TUE Christmas Number of the immensely popular Quipa only 
costs wt ha'penny, but we're quite sure there isn’t anything on the 
bookstalls to equal it at twelve 
times that insignificant sum. 
Twenty-four pages boasts this 
champion number, which, in 
addition to the usual attrac. 
tions, contains “A Christmas 
Fantasy,” by A. T. Pask, “The 
Foolishness of Bill Buzgins,” 
by W.F. Goldberg, and three 
shriekingly humorous stories 
by A. Chasemore, Last, but by 
ho means least, comes “Quaipe 
Minuet,” a charming four-page 
piece ‘of music specially com. 
posed by the talented Edward 
Solomon, Never before was 
such a ha'p'orth put before the 
public. Christmas Quips ought 
tu gu like wildfire. 


= 

To those kind friends who 
have oalrendy responded — to 
A. SLOPER’S Christiias Appeal, 
the Mildewed One tenders his 
warmest thanks, But there's 
an awful lot of poverty and 
misery about this winter, and 
the Wreck wants every one of 
his readers to contribute their 
mite towards this fund for les- 
sening it. Think, all of you, 
how much nicer the plum-pud- 
ding will taste, and how far greater will be your enjoyment of the 
Christmas festivities if youcan say to yourself that you have helped 
to brighten some joy)cs life at this season of charity and goodwill. 


* 

_A. SLoPER, who has been a bit pippy lately. has been ordered by 
his physician to knock off the soda and se!tzer with which the 
Wreck was wont to dilute his * Unsweetened,” and take on the 
famous Johannis Water instead. This is 2 pure, natural water, 
bottled direct from the springs, and not only promotes an alarming 
appetite, but helps the digestion famously. A. SLOPER already 
feels quite another man, and his favourite ditty just now is, 
“Johannis my Jo, John, when first we were acquaint.” 


s 
A CONTEMPORARY advertises a “grand piano for sale; suitable 
for a professional with ebony legs.” What kind of a professional 
is that, we wonder? ee 
* 


PINERO's masterpiece, The Seeund Mra. Tanqueray, has been 
revived at the St. James's, and all London and its country cousins 
are tlock- 
ing to see 
it. The re. 
putation 
the play has 
bbe for 

‘Ing Just a 
wee bit 
naughty in 
nowixe de- 
tracts from 
its popu- 
larity — ra- 
ther the re- 
verse, in 
fact —and 
the fortu- 
nate Mr. 
Alexander's 
£ theatre is 
~ nightly 
incked by 
an audi- 
ence eager 
to drink in 
every word 
of this, the 
most_ mag- 
nificent 
play Lone 
é don has 
Se seen for 
years, The work has been so exhaustively discussed that it is 
unnecessary to say more here than that it goes, perhaps, with even 

iter smoothness than on its first production, and that Mrs. 
Patrick Campbell's moadiste has provided her with two or three 
new costumes of exquisite beauty, modelled upon the very latest 
faxhion. 
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It has been left to Miss Clara Wieland to give us the litest de- 
velopment of the Serpentine Dance, This she does every night at 
the Empire Theatre, with 
the assistance of a number 
of mirrors, The etiect is 
both novel and pretty, and 
her performance is both 
rapturously and enthusi- 
astically received, 


Mr. W. LArNG's season 
at Toole’s ought to be a 
suceessful one, In Afra, 
Othello, the management 
have secured one of the 
very funniest three act 
farces which has ever 
courted public favour, and 
no one who wants a really 
good hearty laugh, _ or, 
rather, an almost continu. 
ous succession of them, 
should neglect to see it, 
On the humorous and nu- 
merous complications 
arising out of a jealous 
wife's suspicions of her 
husband, we have no space 
to enlarge in this brief 
notice. Suffice it, for the 
present, to say that Mr. 
Charles Glenney, Mr. Julian 
Cross. Miss Cicely Richards, 
and the inimitable Miss 
Fanny Brough are of the company, who all work right royally. 
Every one must call on Vrs. Othello ; she is most entertaining. 


s 
WE have just received a copy of the Christmas Gentlewoman, 
and have devoured it both with interest and pleasure. If this 
number does not quite “take the cake” among Christinas annuals 
this year, it comes very near doing 80. 


s 
THE Influenza Fiend's favourite haunt seems at present to be the 
House of Commons, M.P.8 are being rolled over like ninepins. 
Evidently. his fiendship is no admirer of senseless cackle, and is 
adopting this means as the best with which to put a stop to it. 


se 
THE rumour that Cousin Evelina is engaged upon a Christmas 
Carol for Larka ! is, unfortunately, only too true. Readers of that 
truly stupendous ha'p'orth. however, need feel no a hen =a 
The editor has a “declined with thanks ” form already filled in. 


s 

A. SLOPER is but mortal like the rest of us, and we don't mind 
telling you privately that the Old Man‘s constitution isn't what it 
used to be. That first 
frost, at the commence- 
ment of the month, fairly 
layed the Dickens wit 
him: it was so sudden, 
you know, and — well, 
why disguise the fact— 
the Old Man wasn't 
quite prepared at — the 
moment to get his winter 
overcoat out, Ile con- 
tracted a cold on the 
chest in consequence, 
that looked very like 
developing into bron- 
chitis and — goodness 
knows what else, but 
fortunately some good 
pal persuaded him to try 
n box of Geraudel's Pas- 
tilles, The effect was 
almost magical, In a 
very short time A. 
SLOPER was _ himself 
again. The Eminent 
makes this acknowledg- 
ment partly from grati- 
tude, partly from philan- 
thropy, for it would ill 
become the Friend of 
Man to keep the cure for 
hoarseness, coughs, colds 
and other _ bronchial a 
affections selfishly to himself, would it? You take his tip, and the 
Pastilles, too, when you feel you want ‘em, They're worth ten times 
the le. 144. they cost a box. *\* 


Goop old Tom Smith, F.O.8., is this year distributing twenty- 
two thousand of his Christmas Crackers among the Poor Children 
of the London Hospitals and Workhouses, through the medium of 
the 7ruth Toy Fund. ee 

s 


FINE and large business is being done at the Oxford, where they 
have a progranine of exceeding excellence. You should drop in 
and sce it. ** 


It is quite untrue that Mr. Rider Haggard has expressed his 
anxiety to contribute a serial to Quips. That mammoth ha'penny 
story paper is doing so well as it is, that anv Natit 3 in its literary 
staif just at present would be sheer folly. Who'll buy? 


THE Palace Theatre of Varieties is at present going great guns, 
and everything points to the probability of the hall becoming a 
success, in spite of the 


County Council re- 
striction, The British 
Public will always 


patronize » good en- 
tertainment, and = the 
management at the 
Palace provide them 
with an excellent one, 
The ballet element, 
‘tis true, is not xo con- 
spicuons as ont the 
Alhambra or Empire, 
but, perhaps, it is just 
as well that it is not, 
but anything funnier 
than the pantomime 
ballet Searamonche, 
or prettier than the 
ballet divertissement, 
The Spider and the 
Fly, it would be ditti- 
cult to discover. 


2 

Tue Third Anniver- 
sary Dinner of the 
Kecentric Club was a 
whopping big success, 
both from a culinary 
and social point of 
view. Many of the 
after-dinner ditties 
enused the Wreck to smile muchly ; and the snappy young lady 
depicted on the menu fairly made his mouth water. 1t wae # 
festive night! 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAL FoR TUR Week ESDING v3uv DecxupeEn, 19:2 
1403, 
17th December, 1888.—An American Journal of this 1 

fave: ° The most embarrassed man in the United States j Hae 
James, of Aun Arbor, Michigan. He is an eccentric ul 1 rn ee 
An uncle, who recently died, left hima fortune of £3000, ‘tee 
condition that he should marry within the next tive . 
fact was published inthe Newspapers, and now the 
man, who is a confirmed woman-hater, has to employ 
tasiendt to the letters which come from fair and lovely ay 
he to assist him to comply with the cor 


18th December, 1883.—A letter from Paris of th; 
states that "A do s-thief isoneol the Litest of Parcsiom acer ti 
and curiosities, Last week a big Newfoundland dog Went oa 
large non or store near the Bastille, and, after havins pros a 
around * for some time, selected a bundle of shooting jackets eee 
them between his teeth, and made off with them. The heal 
was raised, and the spectacle presented by the bunt waset th. 
animated character. Half the statt of the store. aceompar hes 
hundred orsosmall boysand several policemen, pursied tears: 
purloiner until he was brought to bay. The bundle wi... 
recovered, and the dog was marched otf to the police-station + 
paratory to his removal to and probably permanent: tixture Get 

ound.’ As several tradesmen had complained that the dos jy. 
already been round their way for predatory purposes, the eo 
sion was arrived at that the animal mast have been 
to thievery by some of the ‘Fagins’ 
Antoine.” 


: 19th December, 1843. — William Perry (“the Tips, 
Slasher”), this day fought Tass Parker on Dirtford Mars! 
* Round after round, Parker, after getting ina blow, resorted ts 
reprehensible dropping system, not only to avoid hittine In 

srovoke and irritate his less skilful adversary into deliverin 
blow ; or, at the worst, to bring the tight toa tie, draw, or wrue!. 

In this way sixty-seven rounds were got through, when the Kents 
Constabulary interfered, ; 


20th December, 1649.—* Some staze players in John Siu 
Were this day apprehended: by troopers. their clothes takeu av 
and themselves sent to prison.’ : 

2lst December, 1705.—Catherine of Brginz, wife 
Charles IL. died this day. Of her married life it has been written 
ie Twenty-three miserable years, each one worse and more hopel: 
than that which preceded it. The neglect of the King, the scary, 
his mistresses, the plots of courtiers, and the laughter of the wor) 
combined to make the childless Catherine the most wretched uf 
women in her own gy and dissolute Court.” 


22nd Dscomoor, 1715.—A total eclipse of the sun tu: 
plice tais day. Phe darkness was su great for three minutes wu 
thirteen seconds that the stars appeared. 


23rd December, 1889.—A man named Holloway, who he 
won one uf the prizes ina Christmas draw started by a publican ; 
business in Pimlico, went this day to the tavern to receive th 
prize. We was in high spirits at the time, and while he was talkin 
ubout his good fortune he suddenly fell down dead, 


——_>—_— 


“RARA AVIS IN TERRIS.” 
WHat is't that gives Elijah Brown 
The wondrous and unique renown 
Which he has earned him in our town 

As one among ten millions? 
Can he like Charlie Mitchell tight? 
Can he like SLOPER's scrcedists write 
Or is his oratorial might 

Peculiar for its brilliance? 


Can he the cue like Peall ply? 
Or lift three hundred pounds on high 
As Sandow did in days gone by ! 
Is he extremely pious? 
A carpet-knight in lady's bowers ? 
A wielder of magician'’s powers! 
Or is he, in this town of ours, 
The champion Ananias? 


Nay, reader, do not tax your brain. 
You ll guess, and guess, and guess in vain, 
For on the thing which made him gain 

His fame you'll never stumble. 
So let me tell you—though I've some 
Slight fear the news may strike you dumb : 
Whaterer sort of weather come, 

He's necer known to grumble!!! 

pee rg as 


IT IS FAIRLY UPON US. 

Yrs; everything's “ Christmas” in the shop windows now. fr’ 
cough pastilles to coal-hods, There are “ Chest Warmers for Cliri 
mas Presents,” and “ Yorkshire Puddings for Yuletide Gifts.” 1! 
enterprising shopkeeper has another glorious chance given lit 
and he is not slow to avail himself of it. The rubbish left ov 
from “Our Great Spring Sacritice” will box up into sometuins ' 
other, and the remnants of “Our Annual Summer Clearance © i 
find purchasers also. And why not? Isn't this the time of ye: 
when, if you have a few spare shillings knocking about, you rizht! 
think that you can’t do better than invest them in the purchase « 
something for xumebody else, sticking a Christmas card into i 
and giving a little boy twopence to go and leave it, with an ou 
rageous postinan's knock, at that somebody's front door? Of cour 
you do: we all do—save, perhaps, the dear, prudent little hous 
wife. What does she do?) Why, we'll tell you. 

Just about yesterday she goes to her husband's bootmaker: 
is pretty well known there, for she always calls with the cheqt:t 
qmy his bill. And she says: “Oh, Mr. Crispin, do you hay: 
to have such a thing as a pair of embroidered Christmas slipper 

“Oh, certainly, madam—hand-worked, 1 suppose?” aud t 
cunning Mr. Crispin smiles quite wickedly. : 

“Yes; I—er—want a pair with a deal of pattern ; a pair thats! 
look as though they had taken me all the summer to work them. 

“Just xo.” | 

Then Mr. Crispin sticks 9 step-ladder up against a wall of }¥ 
filled pigeon holes, ascends and descends, bearing a pink ¢ 
board box. 

“We have some goods here, madam, that should be the \! 
thing. There! I think those slippers should make a mein wv" 
for joy, to think of the days and wecks and months that his v«- 
good lady spent in secret labour just to please him!” : 

Of course, Mr. Crispin is a bold, bad, observant bootmaker: | 
lias studied human nature, and ave that those slippers are j! 
what the designing little woman wants. ri 

“They're just the thing—if they're the right size; nines :" 
threes,” she says, 

“Oh, we can make them the size, madam,” he says. aA 

“Very well, then. Mind you let me have them by the end of 
week, and—oh, yes, don’t send-my invoice with them, excepts 
the soles and making-u . Youcan stick the few shillings ext 
to his next account for ts. Good morning!” 


——— 
Every Wednesday. Twropencc. 
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Just Out. Threepence. 
JUDY ALMANA 
For 1894. 
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STAMPING IT OUT. 


f 
+, fogeyish old journal that to avert long drawn-out breach of promises 
: toner © pression of marriage shall be recognised that is not stampeu.) 


A WELL-KNOWN old jour- 


Te ap ) nal declares 
/ bis wal ary That in all breach of pro- 
ve, if besnte mise affairs, 
yh , p To prove that the claim's 


not a “ramp,” 
Each pengaiee in writing 
should show 
Not merely love vows, 
comme il faut, 
But also a legalized 
stamp! 


The notion ## useful, no 
doubt, 

Although all romance it 
knocks out 

(Extinguishing somewhat 
Love's lamp), 

When you say to a dameel, 

Be mine!” 


mine! 
She'll have to respond, “ I'll 
be thine! 
But write it—and put 
ona stamp!” 


If “promisers” do take 
; these views 
A lot of light humour we'll 
“vv lose ; 
From such trials all fun will mesg 
And the lawyers will lose too much trade, 
For what drawn-out case can be made 
When such “ promises” have but a stamp? 
oe 


A WEARY PILGRIMAGE. 

Asp beheld there was a certain man named John Mottlemug, 
and he, svete in Guildford Street, which is by the Square of 
Bloomsbury. 

And Dae lakt he spake unto her with whom he lodged, saying, 
“Mrs. Puggins, canst thou oblige me with a stamp? for lo, the 
post oftices are all closed and I have written that which 1 would 
fain send this night.” 

And the woman answered and said, “ Not one have I left, Mr. 
Mottlemug, but I dare swear they'll let you have one at the public- 
ouse at the corner.” 

And the Arse man girded up his loins and got him unto the 
inn. And he bade them bring unto him a Scotch and soda, and he 
spake unto him that bore it, saying, “ Have you got such a thing as 
astamp 2?” 

ait the young man answered him, saying, “Ain't got sich a 
thing in the ‘ouse; dessay they'll give you one at the Blue Dwarf, 
‘igher up.” . 

And the pilgrim turned away and journeyed thence. And when 
he had drank a gin and potass, he said unto him that kept the 
plese, “Do you mind 
lating me have a post- 
nage stamp! : 

But the man said. 
“Lo! L have just sold 
the very last ; why don’t 
vou ‘ave a try at the 
Imperial? they mostly 
hewps them to oblige 
ustomers,” 

ut when he had 
drunk a brandy and 
wltzer at the Imperial, 
and repeated his ques. 
tion, they answered 
him, “Nay, but you 
might get one at the 
Witte Elephant.” 

Bat he swallowed 
Irish warm there in 
vain, for they had none 
left, And he visited in 
their turn many pub. 
los, suying at) eich, 
unto them that served 
lin. Thave you got a A 
samp?" and) they all answered him, saying, “Not so; but you 
might getone at the next house.” 

Mul the drinks which he drank were Scotch and Irish, un- 
sweetened, rum, Bass, stout and bitter, and brandy warm. 

Awl, behold, after he had swallowed his nineteenth drink. he 
becom todespair, saying.” Shall | never obtain that for which I seek 7” 

lt he struggled on, and, at his twenty-seventh drink, indulged 
iv amorous discourse with the barmaid—yea, even unto chucking 
her beneath the chin. 

Kut the maid resented it, saying, “Stow it, you drunken brute, 
or Fil have you chucked.” 

Lut the pilgrim refused, and smashed eightcen glasses and a 
surtwich case te assert his independence, wee A 

Aud they ealled a guardian ef the law. but the pilgrim felled him 


tothe ground, erving, “ Who ecar'sh for bloomingsh peclersh? 
Bat they summoned more, and he was led away kicking. 
And. behold. in the morning he was brought before them that eat 
in judgment, and they fined him forty pieces of silver, or seven days. 
Mad the pilgrim paid it, exclaiming, ‘What manner of city is 
this that a nea must needs get blind specchless before he can get 
2 poctige stamp?” 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
MATILDA MoorLanps, 
Some girls there are who ne'er will 
thine 

At fair or fete or dance, 
Unless, by aid of art benign, 

Their bevuty they enhance: 
As wall-tlowers they must pine, un- 


jess 
With rings and gems bedizened ; 
ut on of such, you'll please con- 
ess, ee 
Matilda Moorlands isn’t. 


Some girls there are who quit their 
charms F Pane 

Fre yet they quit their prime ; 

For grey old age, with grim alarina, 
Comes ere them c’er his time. 

Their smiles and wrinkles evanesce, 
They grow grotesque and wizened ; 

but one of such, you'll please con- 


fess. 
Matilda Moorlands isn’t. 


Some girls there are in’ music- 
alls 
Whose sweetest songs are such 
Diseordant, unmelodions squalls, 
They start you feeling much 
Az if in some dull wilderness 
You'd somehow get pean ; 
But one of such, you'll plcase con- 
fexs, 
Matilin Moorlands isn’t. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—_~— 


Eanrt's Court EXHIBITION, November 27th, 1893. 
My DEAR Mr. Storer,—The “Award of Merit,” which you 
have conferred upon me, 1 shall ever regard as one of my most 
cherished possessions. Vlease accept my best thanks. I suppose I 
should modestly disclaim any title to be thus honoured, but that 
would suggest want of discrimination on your part. and 1 would 
not, for worlds, hurt the feelings of such an old and valued friend 

as yourself. Again I thank you, and remain, vours sincerely, 
SPENCER TYLER, 
a 


2 SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 196.—IIE ALPHABETICALLY ADVERTISES. AN ARDUOUS 
ANNUAL ACHIEVEMENT, 
A 18 A. SLOPER's renowned “CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS" ; 
B is its Balm for our Black melancholy days, 
C is Cute Caryll’s Concentual strain : 
D is Dear Dagonet’s Dainty refrain. 
B is Kach Englishman's Eves opened Eager ; 
F is the Fun he will Find Far From meagre. 
is the Girls who will Gaze on it Gai 
H ix the Heavy Hearts Healed by it daily. 
Lis the Idiot who will not Invest In It: 
Sis the Jollity, Joke, Jape and Jest in it. 
K is the Kare it Kan Konquer and Kill: 
L the Lond Laughs you will Lauzh till you're ill, 
M is its Music Most Mild and Mellitluous : 
N is its Numbers so Nice and dulcitluous. 
O is the Orphans whom Offerings it needeth for : 
is the Poor Pining People it Pleadeth for. 
3 is the Quarrels it Quickly has Quieted : 
its Reforming of Roughs who erst Rioted, 
§S is the Scanty Small Sum you Shell out for it: 
T is the Tender-aged Toddlers That shout for it. 
TU its Ubiquitous Use in the Universe : * 
V its Vast Volume of Verv Vile tuney Verse.* 
W, Warm Welcomes so Wide for it Waiting : 
x its Xtatical Xhilarating. ; 
Y is the Yule Yarns it spins to You Yearly : 
Z is our Zertainty that you'll like ‘em Zincerely. 


© For this clever rhyme ALLY is indebted to the it 
Peed Bir y gifted librettist of The 


—— 


TW oPrPENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


JUST OUT. 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 
A CHARMING SONG, 
“HK CHRISTMAS LULLABY,” 
Specially composed by IVAN CARyYLL, 
The words by G¥ORGE R. Sims. 


AND A DOUBLE-PaGR PLATE, BY W. F. THOMAS 
(measuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


—~>— 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A Caktoon, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


CHRISTMAS GREETINGS, 


AND A LARGE Drawinc, BY HAL LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 
(Representing Tovtsie's asa Png with SLOvPER's Limelight 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published. 
TWioOPENCE. 

GILBERT DALZIEL, 

“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, LonpDoN, E.C. 


WAT-ER FIB! 

Snipper. Tsay, old mau, you know something about diving— 
what would you say toa man who told you that he could remain 
ten minutes under water without any apparatus of any kind? 

Serer (looking round to see Me the party waa in the neighbour. 
hood), ha that would greatly depend upon his size and apparent 
strength. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


~~ >— 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £35 bs. 1041. 


SINCE RKCKIVED:—A, SLOPER, Esq. F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £1: Mrs. 
Storer, lus.; ALEXANDRY, 1s. 5d.; BILL HIGGINS, Id.; JUBILEK, 1s.; 
GINKTTA MARGARINE, 3§¢.; BOULANGER SHAKEBACON, 34.; TOOTSIK, £1; 
TorTtR GoopkNOUGH, 10s.: NELLIK HIKIKS, 10s.; LARDI LONGSOX, 1Us.; 
Lonp Bon, £1; Dook SNvok, 2s, 54d.; HON. BILLY, 4d.; MCGOOSELBY, 1}d.; 
Iky MosKs, 3d.;: UNCLE Borrin, 98. 6d.; AUNT GEESER, 38,; COUSIN EVELINA, 
vhd.: MCNAR, 3d.; SNATCHER, 1§d.; TODDLES, §d.; F. B., 28, 6d.; AFFECTIONATE 
PuiEenD, 1s. 

Making a total received up to December Sth, 1893, £41 9s. 64d. 


—e——_ 


SHIFTING ‘tHE BURDEN. 
ALIKE benign of heart and free of hand, 
The working men through all our native land 
Have helped the miners, ‘mid their days of strife, 
To get the bare necessities of life. 
Poor struggling folks have to those miners sent 
The hard-earned coin that they might well have spent 
Jn warmer winter wear for wives and selves, 
Or food for scantly furnished pantry shelves. 


And Heaven alone may know what gratitude 
Inspires the hardy bosoms of those rude, 

Rough miners,—fervent gratitude to those 

Who helped them in their hours of darkest woes, 
And saved, in scores of instances, the lives 

Roth of themselves, their children, and their wives, 
Tut now, alas! those miners mourn and grieve 

To sce what meed their helpful friends receive. 


For coal-mine owners, loth to lose a grain 

Of whatsoever wealth they wont to gain, 

Intend to sell at higher prices than 

Ere first the long and bitter war began. 

And hence the working men throughout the land 
Who gave the coal-pit slaves a helping hand 

Find that the miners’ burden, after all, 

Is but remored—and now upon themesciees must fall! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 

WHAT well-known ale should be suitable for children and inva- 
lids?) All-sops. aes 

WHEN is an author's manuscript like the bells of a jester?) When 
it’s on fool's-cap. 

THERE'S not much difference between the population of Chester 
and Manchester, after all. Add one “man" to Chester and ‘twill 
enual Manchester. 
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SMYTHE. 
(A Story or MeDL&vaL T1MES.) 
-_—_—o—- 
CHAPTER VI. 

“MARRY come up! you are not complimentary, methinks. You 
do not desire to marry me, but appear to be willing to do xo because 
your father orders 
you. Am I a gor- 
gon, that 1 should 
be talked of thus?” 

“You are all 
that is lovely, my 
charming cousin, 
but in my eyes 
there is one that 
is fairer. She it is 
that 1 fain would 
marry.” 

“Is she noble?” 

“ILer nobility 
breathes from 
every feature of 
her face.” 

“Tush! Ian 
she 1 pedigree—a 
grandfather?” 

“She must have 
had ; but, alas! he 
is unknown. The 
maiden's father is 
a humble forester, 
and L love a forest 
maid, and refuse 
to be happy with- 
out her.” 

“Good lack tand 
T am scorned in 
favour of a village 
maiden.” 

“Nay, beshrew 
me! you are not. I loved her ere I thought of loving you, be- 
cause, in your heart, KElfrida, 1 knew you loved my brother Johu's 
little finger better than you loved the look of me.” 

A burning blush suffused the face of Elfrida. 

“And it is because I know of that love that I have thus harshly 
told you of my love for the forest maiden.” 

“Tis true, Geotfrey, you have my secret ; but, alas! my love is 
doomed to disappointment, and I fear me that my existence will 
be the rock ahead that will also wreck yours. If your father insists 
upon our being married, we can do naught else.” 

“We must do else,” said Geotfrey. “We dare not marry, List! 
it would be bigamy. Tam already married.” 

“Married! and toa low-born miiden?” 

“ Ay, toa low-born maiden; and little ground have you to gird 
at the lowly girl. Has 
not John De Smythe de- 
parted to become a 
tradesman, may hap? and 
does your heart long 
for him one whit leas 
fondly because he ia 
likely to earn his bread 
and butter?” 

“"Tis true, Geoffrey, 
‘tis true! Ido love him 
tas fondly as ever, and 
- feel that I would be ready 
to help him in the shop 
if we might but be to- 
gether.” 

“Patience, Elfrida, 
patience! It will come 
right yet.” 

“But the baron? He 
will insist upon us mar- 
rying.” 

© Put him off.” 

“But how?” 

“Tell him you have 
vowed acolossal vow that 
you will not marry. till 
you are twenty - four, 
under pain, if breaking 
it, of never again spenk- 
ing to any of your rela- 
tions.” 

“But [have made no 
such vow.” 

“Then hurry off and make a vow; make it » copper fastened 
one, warranted not to break, and all will be well. That will give 
us two yeurs time, and who knows but John will by that time be 
ready to carry you off in spite of the old man.” 

“You say well, but the old man will bluster terribly.” 

“ Like an old geyser, undoubtedly ; but of what avail will it be? 
He won't be able to help himself. If he attempts to force you to 
break your vow, the Abbess of Lutonford will be down upon him.” 

“That is true.” . 

“ You are safe, and so will I be, till he finds out my matrimonial 
investment, and then there will be a blow up.” 

“There will, I don't doubt.” ; ; 

Oh, yes; and, by-the-by, we must look loving occasionally, you 
know, in his presence; and, by Jove! here he comes just now. 
Just lean your head upon my shoulder, and look lovingly up in my 
face. That's right. Let’s pretend we don't see him, and walk along 
a bit. I apologise for putting my arm round your waist. The 
occasion re- 

uires a little 
demonstration, 
1 suppose you 
would prefer 
not to give me 
a kiss?) Oh, I 
thought you 
would object; 
but it would be 
most effective.” 

“Well. Ldon't 
mind this once 
—on the 
cheek.” 

“Why, cer. 
tainlv—of 
course, El frida. 
There!" 

“There, you 
rascal, Geoll,! 
Why, bless you, 
my — children 
bless you aid 
the aged baron 
as ho woked 
Geoffrey in the 
ribs and smiled 
cynically. 

A yard away, 
the bushes ie 
parted slightly. 

A dark | face 
neered forth with glaring eves, and “ Te's false 
from a pair of determined-looking lips. 

(To be continued neat week.) 


“I knew you loved my brother.” 


“Let's pretend we dou't see him.” 


“There!” 


{” 


was hissed forth 
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THE “F.O.8S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. GOT IT IN ONCE. 


Tompkins, Go to that house where y ; , . 
einging = After ts gril a oe Aes eee bested 
8c hing yourself on whistle, re's a sh 
ling waiting for you. ey and here's a shil- 


No. 338.—SAM J. PALLANT, F.O.S. 


* Although, so far as age is concerned, he : well on the pint Distressed Sailreur, Kind friends, ye have before vo 
side of a century, Sam has seen as much o} le as most people ; a toh ‘ the great Sca Serpent, whose portrait I nted i Hi 
—tmore so than many. He is, in fact, in this respect, about on a Clara, Why do they my the averaye bachclor’s life is short, Harry ? Atlantic immediately after he had Folemte ra reed 
par with A.SLoven. VPossesses many virtues but more vices, Harry. Don't know, without it keeps him so by lending money to his married fricnds. arms, 


and can see through a brick wall and drink a gallon of whisky 
ns well as ore Mogae jie parcnts a cnane te as 
Dirate, or a Policeman. He ‘erred Chestnut to “Ok 

Acquaintances.” Retails them at every opportunity. Friends UNF e) RT U N ATE A DVI Cc E. 
delighted. Sam, ditto. Chestnuts are extremely palatable. 
Especially during the winter season. 8. J. P.’s are rather stale 
at times. But this is immuterial. Has been Secretary and 
Whisky-Shifter-in-Chief to The Ohl Acquaintance Musical 
Society for many years. Hopes to remain so until doomsday. 
With a Pallant at the helm success is assured, Chiefly because 
of his chesnuts, Sam was created F.0.S., and the ‘Sloper Award 
of Merit’ presented to him Nov. 25th, 1893."—Lebrett Improved. 


FANCY RA. PORTRAITS. 
No. 20.—Water low. 


1. 


744 va 
Vie) 


. AF 


(1) Mr. Flyboy (affably, to fellow passengers). Hin! 1 daresay you chawbacons points at Jogzly Junction, and the grateful rustics promptly followed Flyboy’ 
ain’t hardly been in a train before, eh? Well, I'm an old ‘and at it, and I'll give you mivice, and treated that philanthropist to a thundering salute of hobnaile! bout 
the tip what todo in the case of an accident.—(2) “ Directly she collides, hup =— (4) The question was whether they did it ou purpose? They certainly, !y 
with your legs, like this ‘ere—then you won't get ‘em jammet off between the seats their boisterous laughter, appeared to have some hidden jest among theme«lv:- 
if the carriage gets telescopol—sce? No, don't thank me; I love to learn ignorant for the rest of the journey. Flyboy has since been more sparing in his advic 
fulks something." ——(3) Next mument the train did its usual schottische over the to guileless strangers —perhaps because he is not yet from uuder the ductor’s hands. 


A SUGGESTION. AN IDEA FOR THE WINTER. GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


A SAD MISHAP. 
“Golly! I've upset the inkpot! Won't brother Choricy be 
wild when he finds I’ve spoiled his new six-and-a-tanner trousers. 
Guess I'll slick off like lightning.” 


“How do you manage to get such a knock-ont shine on 


UNEMPLOYED ; ; ; 
A a ' your hat, old chap?" “It's icul, my boy. Damp it over 
“Do you want a moucl this morning, sir? Dedicate to the fair scx night and put it outside the window.” Nuttie, 
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